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POETICAL EPISTLE, Ge. 


O BOSWELL, Bozzy, Bruce, * whate'er thy name, 
Thou mighty ſhark for anecdote and fame 

Thou Jackal, leading lion Johnſon forth 

To eat M*Pherſon *midſt his native North; 

To frighten grave profeſſors with his roar, 

And ſhake the Hebrides from ſhore to ſnore — 


* Vide Note, page 16. 
+ The tranſlator (but in Dr. Johnſon's opinion the author) of the Poems 


B 


attributed to OssIAN. 


All 


KA 

All hail At length, ambitious Thane, thy rage 
To give one ſpark to Fame's beſpangled page 
Is amply — thouſand ai | 
Survey thy book with rapture and ſurpriſe! 
Loud, of thy Tour, a thouſand tongues have ſpoken, 
And wonder'd that thy bones were never broken] 

Triumphant, thou thro' Time's vaſt gulph ſhalt ail, 
The pilot of our literary whale; 
Cloſe to the claſſic Rambler ſhalt thou cling, 
Cloſe as a ſupple courtier to a king; 
Fate ſhall not ſhake thee off with all its. pow'r, 
Stuck like a bat, to ſome old ivy'd tow'r. 
Nay, though thy Johnſon ne'er bad bleſs'd thy eyes, 
Paoli's deeds had rais d thee to the ſkies ! 


Yes! 


. 
Yes his broad wing had rais'd thee, (no bad hack) 


A tom: tit twitt' ring on an eagle's back. 
Tnou, curious ſerapmonger, ſhalt live in ſong 
When death hath ſtill'd the rattle of thy tongue; 
E'en future babes to lifp thy name ſhall learn, 
And Bozzy join with Wood, and Tommy Hearn, 
Who drove the ſpiders from much proſe and rhime, 
And ſnatch'd old ſtories from the jaws of Time. 
Sweet is thy page, * I ween, that doth recite 
How Thou and Johnfon, arm in arm, one night, 
March'd through fair Edinburgh's Pactolian ſhow'rs, 
Which Cloacina bountifully pours ; | 
Thoſe gracious ſhow rs that fraught with fragrance flow, 


And gild, like gingerbread, the world below. 
N | How 
Vide page 13. 
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How ſweetly. grumbled too was Sam's remark, 


&« T ſmell you, Maſter Bozzy, in the dark.” 


Alas! hiſtorians are confounded dull, « 
A dim Bœotia reigns in every ſkull ; 
Mere beaſts of burden, broken-winded, flow, 


Heavy as dromedaries, on they go 


Whilſt Tzov, a Will-o'-wiſp, art here, art there, 
Wild darting coruſcations ev'ry where. 

What taſteleſs mouth can gape, what eye can cloſe, 
What head can nod o'er thy enlivening proſe ? 
To others' works, the works of y inditing 
Are downright di'monds to the eyes of whiting. 
Think not I flatter thee, my flippant friend : 


For well I know that flatt'ry would offend : 


7 Yet 


' #439 
Yet honeſt praiſe, I'm ſure, thou would'ſt not ſhun, 


Born with a ſtomach to digeſt a Tux! 


Who can refuſe a ſmile that reads thy page, 


Where ſurly Sam, inflam' d with Tory rage, 


Naſſau, beſcoundrels, and with anger big, 
Swears Wnios are rogues, and ev'ry ROGUE a Vbig? 
Who will not, too, thy pen's 2rinutice bleſs, 
Th at gives poſterity the Rambler's* dreſs? 
Methinks I view his full, plain ſuit of brown, 
The large grey buſhy wig that grac'd his crown, 
Black worſted ſtockings, little ſilver buckles, 
And ſhirt that had no ruffles for his knuckles, 

I mark the brown great-coat of cloth he wore, 


That two huge Patagonian pockets bore, | 
| C Which 
* Vide p. 9. 


('S 9 
Which Patagonians (wondrous to unfold!) . 751 


Would fair! y both his Dictionaries hold. 8 

1 ſee the Ramble: ® uu a large bay mare, n 

Juſt like a Centaur ev'ry danger dare, 

On a full gallop daſh the yielding wind, 

The colt and Bozzy ſcamp'ring cloſe: behind. 
Of Lady Lochbuy F with what glee we read, 

Who offer'd Sam for breakfaſt, cold ſheep's head; 


Who preſs'd and worried by his dame ſo civil, 
Wiſled the ſheep's head and woman's at the devil. 
I {ee you failing both in Buchan's ＋ pot W 


Now ſtorming an old woman $ and her cot, 


Who terrify'd at each tremendous ſhape, , | 
Deem'd you, two demons ready for a rape. 


I fee 
P. 3760 f P. 429. f P. 104. 5 P. 143. 


E 3 
I ſce all marw ling at M. Leod's together 
On Sam's rein K* on whey and tanning leather ; 
At Corrichatachin's, + the Lord knows how, 


I ſee thee, Bozzy, drunk as David's ſow, 


And begging, with rais'd eyes and lengthen'd chin, 


| Heav'n not to damn thee for the deadly fin, 

I ſee too, the ſtern moraliſt regale, 

And pen a Latin ode to Mrs. Thrale. + 

I ſee, without a night=cap on his head, 

Rare ſight! bald Sam in the Pretender's || bed. 
I hear (what's wonderful l) unſought by ſtudying, 
His claſſic diſſertation upon pudding. $ 

Of ProyosT Jorr, J I mark the marv'ling face, 


Who gave the RamsLEeR's freedom with a grace. 


Nha I ſee 
* P. 399 . 31%. 1 f. e, IF. 216 5 F. 4 TP. 
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I ſee too, trav'ling from the IsLE OF Eco, * 


The humble ſervant Þ of a horſe's leg; 


And Sxir, the taylor, from the Isla or Mocr, 5 
Who ſtitch'd in Say with tolerable luck. 


py 


I ſee” the hora that drunkards muſt adorem 

The horn, the mighty horn of Rorie More; g 

And bloody ſhields that guarded hearts in quirrels, 1 
Now guard from rats the milk and butter barrels. 
Methinks the Caledonian dame I ſee 
Familiar fitting on the RawLer's knee; 
Charming, with kiſſes ſweet, the chuckling * : 

/ Melting with ſweeteſt ſmiles the froſt of age; 
Like Sor, who darts at times a cheerful ray 
Ofer the wan vifage of a winter's dax. 


« Do 
F. 275- + A Blackſmith, 4 P. 275 5 P. 254. 


©. 8 
« Do it again, my dear,” (I hear Sam cry) F 
«© See who farſt tires, my charmer, you or J. 
I ſee thee ſtuffing, with a hand uncouth, 
An old dry'd whiting in thy Johnſon's mouth, 
And lo! I ſee, with all his might and main, 
Thy Johnſon ſpit the whiting out again. 


Rare anecdotes! tis anecdotes like theſe, 


That bring thee glory, and the million pleaſe ! 
On theſe, ſhall future Times delighted ſtare, 
Thou charming haberdaſher of ſmall ware 
STEWART and RoBerTsoN, from hee, ſhall learn, 


The fimple charms of HisT'sr to diſcern : 


To hee, fair His r'Rv's palm, ſhall Livy yield, 


And Tacitus, to Bozzv, leave the field! 


D Jos 
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Jos Mirrzx's ſelf, whoſe page ſuch fun provokes, 

Shall quit his ſhroud, to grin at Bozzy's jokes | 

How are we all with rapture touch'd, to ſee 

Where, when, and at what hour, you ſwallow'd rea 

How, once, to grace his Aſiatic treat, 

Came haddocks, which the RamBLER could not eat. 
Pleas'd, on thy book thy Sov'xETIOx's eye-balls roll, 

Who loves a goſſip's ſtory from his ſoul | 

Bleſt with the mem'ry of the Perſian king, “ 

He, ev'ry body knows, and &v'ry thing; 

Who's dead, who's married, what poor girl beguil'd, 

Hath 4% a paramour, and found a child; 

Which gard'ner hath moſt cabbages and peas, 


And which old woman hath moſt hives of bees; 
| Which 


* Xerxes, 


Y 


7 
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Which farmer boaſts the moſt ' prolific ſows, 


Cocks, hens, geeſe, turkies, goats, ſheep, bulls and cows; 
Which barber, beſt the ladies' locks can curl; 
Which houſe in Windſox, ſells the fineſt purl ; 


Which curmngy-sWeee, beſt beats, in gold array, 
His bruſh, and ſhovel, on the firſt of May: 
Whoſe dancing dogs, in rigadoons excel ; 


And whoſe the puppet-ſhew, that bears the bell ; 


Which clever sMITH, the prettieſt man- trap“ makes, 


To ſave from thieves, the royal ducks and drakes ; 


The Guinea hens and peacocks with their eggs ; 


And catch his loving ſubjects by the legs. 


O! ſince 


* His My hath planted a number of thoſe truſty guardians around his park at 
Windſor, for the benefit of the public. | 


( na ) 
O! ſince the Pzncs or Goss1es reads thy book, 


To what high honours may not Bozzy look? 
The ſunſhine of his ſmile may ſoon be thine— 


Perchance, in converſe thou may'ſt hear him ſhine : | 
Perchance, to ſtamp thy merit through the nation, 
He begs of Johnſon's life, thy Dedication ; 

Aſks queſtions “ of thee, O thou lucky elf, 


And kindly anſwers ev'ry one himſelf. 
Bleſt with the claſſic learning of a college, 


Our Kg is not a miſer in his knowledge: 
Nought 


* Juſt after Dr. Johnſon had been honoured with an interview with-a certain great 
perſonage, in the Queen's library. at Buckingham Houſe, he was interrogated by a 
friend concerning his reception, and his opinion of the r-y-] intellect. His 
My ſeems to be poſſeſſed of much good nature and much curioſity (replied 
the Doctor): as for his » 5, it is far from contemptible. His M y indeed was 
multifarious in his queſtions ; but, thank God, he anſwered them all himſelf. 


Dr. 


+ This is a very extraordinary circumſtance, as the late P 


tained three parts of the money ordered for the education of her children. The ect of 
this abſurd conduct was ſo conſpicuous in her daughter M—— 4, that the letters re- 
ccived from her during her reſidence in Denmark, were abſolutely unintelligible, 


613) 


Nought in the ſtorehouſe of his brain wasn muſty: 


No razor-wit, for want of uſe, grows ruſty. 


Whate'er his head ſuggeſts, whate'er he knows, 


Free as election beer from tubs, it flows! 


Yet, ah! ſuperior far it boaſts the merit 
Of never fuddling people with the ſpirit ! 
Say, Bozzy, when, to bleſs our anxious fight, 


When ſhall thy volume“ burſt the gates of light? 
O, cloth'd in calf, ambitious brat be born— 


Our kitchens, parlours, libraries, adorn ! 
My Fancy's keen anticipating eye, 


A thouſand charming anecdotes can ſpy : 


The Life of Dr. Johnſon. 


E L read, 
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I read, I read of G---ge the learn d diſplay 


On LowTn's and WarBurToN's immortal fray : 
Of G---ge, whoſe brain, if right the mark I hit, 
Forms one huge Cyclopoœdia of wit: 

That holds the wiſdom of a thouſand ages; 

And frightens all his woxxMEN and his rAGES! 
O 8 ſtill, thy tell- tale plan purſue: 

The world is wond'rous fond of ſomething new; 


And, let but ScaxpAL's breath embalm thy page, 


It lives a welcome gueſt from age to age; 


Not only ſay who breathes an arrant knave, 


But who hath ſneak'd a raſcal to his grave: 


Make 


* His M=— —y's commentary on the quarrel, in which the Bishor and the 


DocTor pelted one the other with dirt ſo gracefully, will be a treaſure to the lovers 
of literature! Mr. B. hath as good as promiſed it to the puBLIc, and, we hope, 


D> 
means to keep his word. 
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Make o'er his turf (in VizTus's cauſe) a rout, 


And, like a d-mn'd good Chriſtian, pull him out. 


Without a fear on families harangue, 


Say who ſhall loſe their cars, and who ſhall hang ; 


Publiſh the demireps, and punks—nay more, 
Declare what virtuous wife, will be a where. 
Thy brilliant brain, conjecture can ſupply, 
To charm through ev'ry leaf the eager eye. 
The BLUE 1 ſociety deſcribe, 


And give thy comment on oh joke, and jibe : 


Tell what the women are, their wit, their quality, 


And dip them in the ſtreams of mortality ! 


Let 


* A club moſtly compoſed of learned ladies, to which Mr. B. was admitted, 
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Let Lox MDoxalpD threat thy breech, to kick, 
And o'er thy ſhrinking ſhoulders, ſhake his ſtick : 
Treat with contempt, the menace of this Lord, 
'Tis His r'Rx's province, Bozzr, to record. 
Though WiLxzs abuſe thy brain, that airy mill, 
And ſwear poor Jounson murder d by thy quill; 
What's that to thee? Why let the vi&im bleed 
Thy end is anſwer'd, 'if the Nation read. 

The fiddling Knight, T and mwne/ul Mrs. Thrale, 
Who frequent H or nob6'd with Sam, in ale, 


Snatch 


A letter of ſevere remonſtrance was ſent to Mr. B. who, in conſequence, omitted 


in the ſecond Edition of his Journal, what is ſo generally pleaſing to the public, viz. 
the ſcandalous paſſages relative to this nobleman, 


+ Sir John Hawkins, who (as well as Mrs, Thrale, now Madam Piozzi) threatens 


us with the life of the late lexicographer. 


(ern 
Snatch up the pen (as thirſt of fame inſpires!) 
To write his jokes and fories by their fires ; 


Then why not THOU, each joke and tale enrol, 


Who like a watchful cat, before a hole, 
Full twenty years (inflam'd with letter'd pride) 
Did'ſt mouſing fit before Sau's mouth ſo wide, 


To catch as many ſcraps as thou wert able— 


A very LAz Rus at the RICH Man's table? 
What tho' againſt thee PoxTzRrS® bounce the door, 


And bid thee hunt for ſecrets, here no more; 


* This is literally true—Nobody is at home. —OQur great people want the Taſte 
to reliſh Mr. Boſwell's vehicles to immortality. Though in Loxpox, poor Bozzy 


is in a acſart. 


F „ | With 
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With pen and ink fo ready at thy coat, 
ExCISEMAN-LIKE, each Fyllable to note, 

That giv'n to PRINTERS DEVILS, (a precious load !) 
On wings of rRIN T, comes flying all abroad? 
Watch then the venal val ES ſmack the MAlps, 
And try with gold to make them rogues and jades: 
Yet ſhould their honeſty, thy bribes, reſent ; 

Fly to thy fertile genius, and invent: 

Like old VoLraize, who plac'd his greateſt glory, 


In cooking up an entertaining ſtory ; 

Who laugh'd at TzxuTH, whene'er her /mple tongue 
Would ſnatch amuſement from a tale or ſong. 

O! whilſt amid the anecdotic mine, 


„ 
Thou labour'ſt hard to bid thy Hero ſhine, 


6 Run 


E 
Run to Bolt Court,“ exert thy CuRl-like ſoul, 
And fiſh for golden leaves from hole to hole: 
Find when he ate and drank, and cough'd and ſnee2⁊ d 
Let all his notions in thy book be ſqueez'd : 
On tales, however firange, impoſe thy claw; 


Yes, let thy amber lick up ev'ry ſtraw : 


Sam's nods, and winks, and laughs, will form a treat; 
For all that breathes of JohNSůG¶N ni be great! 
Bleſt be thy labours, moſt advent'rous Bozzi, 
Bold rival of Sir John, and Dame Piozzi ; 
Heav'ns! with what da ſhall thy head be crown'd! 
A grove, a foreſt, ſhall thy ears ſurround ! 
Yes! 


® In Fleet-ſtreet, where the Doctor lived and died. 


+ Curr, the bookſeller, frequently bribed people to bunt the temples of Cloacina 
for Pope's and Swift's Letters. | 
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Yes! whilſt the RausLRHR ſhall a Comer blaze, 
And gild a world of darkneſs with his rays, 


Tx too, that worLD, with wonderment, ſhall hail, 


POSTSCRIPT. 


STS CRI . 


| S Mr. BoswELL's Journal hath afforded ſuch univerſal pls 
ſure by the relation of minute incidents, and the great Mo- 
raliſt's opinion of men and things, during his northern tour ; it 
will be adding greatly to the anecdotical treaſury, as well as making 
Mr. B. happy, to communicate part of a Dialogue that took place 
between Dr. Johnſon, and the Author of this Congratulatory 
Epiſtle, a few months before the Doctor paid the great debt of 
nature. The Doctor was very cheerful that day; had on a black 
coat and wailtcoat, a black pluſh pair of breeches, and black 
worſted ſtockings; a handſome grey wig, a ſhirt, a muſlin neckcloth, 
a black pair of buttons in his ſhirt ſleeves, a pair of ſhoes, orna- 
mented with the very identical little buckles that accompanied the 
philoſopher to the Hebrides ; his nails were very neatly pared, 
and his beard freſh ſhaved with a razor fabricated by the ingenious 
Mr. Savigny. | | 

P. P. * Pray, Doctor, what is your opinion of Mr. Botwell's 


literary powers ?” 
G Jebyion. 


( 22 ) 


7: >nſon. © Sir, my opinion is, that whenever Bozzy expires, 
he will create no vacuum in the region of literature — he ſeems 
ſtrongly affected by the caccethes ſeribendi;, wiſhes to be thought 
a rara atis, and in truth ſo he is—your knowledge in ornithology, 
Sir, will eaſily diſcover, to what ſpecies of bird I allude.” Here the 
Doctor ſhook his head and laughed. h 

P. P. What think you, Sir, of his account of Corlica ?— 
Of his character of Paoli?“ | 

Fobnſon. Sir, he hath made a mountain of a wart. But Paoli 
has virtues. The account is a farrago of diſguſting egotiſm and 
pompous inanity.“ i 

P. P. I have heard it whiſpered, Doctor, that ſhould you 

die before him, Mr. B. means to write your life.“ 
Johnſon. © Sir, he cannot mean me ſo irreparable an injury.— 
Which of us ſhall die ſirſt, is only known to the Great Diſpoſer of 
events ; but were I ſure that James Boſwell would write my life, 
I do not know whether I would not anticipate the meaſure, by 
taking his.” (Here he made three or four ſtrides acroſs the room, 
and returned to his chair with violent emotion.) 

P. P. I am afraid that he means to do you the favour.” 

Johnſon. © He dares not—he would make a ſcare-crow of me. 
I give him liberty to fire his blunderbuſs in his own face, but not 
murder me. Sir, I heed not his are «þ4 — BOSWELL write my 
life! why the fellow poſleſſes not abilities for writing the life of an 


ephemera. 


